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when it happened, and the Nazis had not announced it.
They couldn't. They had " announced " it months before
and had already decorated a submarine captain for the
"exploit."
It was Ben's job to go down there, interview the sur-
vivors, get as much added data as was available from the
British officers who had been aboard, and make his report
to the Navy Department in Washington. Ambassador
Weddell and Ben arranged between them that Ben would
leave at once, and Ben was ready to take me with him the
next day.
We got up before daylight and drove to Barajas Airport.
We left the car in a shed and walked across the dusty field.
We came around the corner of a hangar, and there was our
plane. To me it was the brightest, cleanest, trimmest ship
I ever saw. With the sun just coming up over that barren
ground, to see that proud, sparkling, clean-cut American
airplane standing there, the words UNITED STATES NAVY
bold and clear on its silver fuselage, made me stop where
I stood in the dust. I had been flying all over Europe, in
camouflaged British ships, Swedish planes, funny little
French planes, the ugly German Junkers. And finally I
was in the centre of Spain, an American standing on the
dismal field at Madrid as I had stood on fields all the way
from Scotland to Helsinki and back. And here was the long
arm of the United States Navy. I had travelled a long way
from home, ninety-five hundred miles the way Fd gone, but
I wasn't far from the Navy. Ben laughed when I went over
and put my hand on the red, white, and blue stripes on the
tail
" I know how you feel," he said. " I felt that way once
myself in China."